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Got for their pay a
Would sit in the wreath-market,

Chatting away.
Ah well, in the days of our
Noble Myronides b

None would have stooped
Money to take for
Attending the meetings, but

Hither they trooped,
Each with his own little

Goatskin of wine,
Each with three olives, two
Onions, one loaf, in his

Wallet, to dine.
But now they are set
The three-obol to get,
And whene'er the State business engages,
They clamour, like hodmen, for wages."

BLEPYRUS. What's up ?   Where's my wife gone ?    Why,

bless the woman,

It's almost daybreak and she can't be found.
Here am I, taken with the gripes abed*
Groping about to find my overcloak
And shoes i} the dark ; but hang it, they Vo gom* too:
I could not find them anywhere.    Meanwhile
Easums kept knocking hard at my back-door; <l
So on T put this kirtlc of my wife's,

defeated the Corinthians at Mcgam; and iu the next year <lc.~
foaled the Boeotians at Ocnophyta.

c Th# Chorus leave the orchestra for a thnt* tinier lih^ynttt
in his wife's dress.

d fiouXerat eiirciv ws tin ritrety^fj^v diroTrarTJdrflw: SehoJ. J Ic plays
on the name of an Attic dome, ol